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Chapter | 


Disclaimer: | don't own Metallica, | don't own anyone from Metallica either. This story is not real except for the 
events that occurred, ya know what l'm talking about. Hell, it doesn't even have a real plot and a theme. It 
came in my head so | wrote it down. 

Besides, | was listening to Hotel California- by Eagles and | thought it kind of matched this story. If it doesn't 
then, uh, | don't know. 


It was a hot noon in July and the sun was in mid sky. | searched for my sunglasses that were hidden 
somewhere in my compartment. | quickly looked down and grabbed the familiar plastic shades and slipped them 


on. 


| had the windows all down, inviting the warm winds with a smile. | had an arm hanging out the window, the 
other hand gently on the steering wheel. Taking a long drive with no destination is relaxing. Especially when it's 


in an open road with noone else. Only me, the winds, and peace. Left me in a state of tranquility. 


Sometimes | would leave the others in the studio or when I'm alone and just go out and drive for fun or when 
| want to think I've felt more lighter, more free after rehab and after ending St. Anger. I've had such a hard 
time lately. What with Jason leaving and me going to rehab without a word. | guess | feel guilty for both. If | 
could of been in control. If | could go back and fix everything, | would. Oh how | would. 


| frown and run a hand through my tousled hair and sighed. Why couldn't things be so peaceful just like this? 
My escape from reality. 
When | go back, I'll have to deal with everything | don't want to. I'll have to deal with stress. If | could drive all 


day, forever and get lost, | wouldn't ask for more. 


| was probably driving for a while now because | noticed it was late in the noon and the sun was soon setting. 
It was a beautiful sight. The orange globe slowly moving over the horizon, the sky painted with purple and pink, 
as everything is setting into a quiet darkness. Unforgettable. 


| turned the radio from my car on and flipped through stations, trying to find a music station that at least 
didn't sound like there was much static. | then stopped pressing the button when the intro of a song came on | 
started drumming my fingers against the steering wheel then began singing along. 


On a dark desert highway. 

Cool wind in my hair 

Warm smell of colitas. 

Rising up through the air. 

Up ahead in the distance. 

Í saw a shimmening light. 

My head grew heavy, and my sight grew dim. 
| had to stop for the night. 

There she stood in the doorway. 

| heard the mission bell 

And | was thinking to myself. 

This could be Heaven or this could be Hell 
Then she lit up a candle. 

And she showed me the way. 

There were voices down the corridor. 


| thought | heard them say: 


The song blended right into the mood and the scenery of the lone highway. Far away from society. 


Welcome to the Hotel California 

Such a lovely place. 

(Such a lovely place.) 

such a lovely face. 

Plenty of room at the Hotel California 
Any time of year 

(Any time of year) 

You can tind it here. 


Yes, | remember the song by heart so | sang along, as loud as | can. Letting out some pent up tension and 
frustration 


Her mind is Tiffany twisted 

She's got the Mercedes bends 

she's got a lot of pretty, pretty boys 
That she calls friends 

How they dance in the courtyard 

Sweet summer sweat. 

Some dance to remember. 

Some dance to forget 

So I called up the Captain 

Please bring me my wineHe said 

We haven't had that spirit here since 1969 
And still those voices are calling from far away, 
Wake you up in the middle of the night 
ust to hear them say. 


| doubt any reasons why | should ever go back. Why | should ever return when I'm so unhappy? Because 
sometimes I'm so sick of having to go up and sing for people who probably don't understand shit. Because 


sometimes I'm so sick of having to get angry at people, having people get angry at me. 
So sick and tired. 


Welcome to the Hotel California 

Such a lovely Place. 

(Such a lovely Place) 

Such a lovely face. 

They're livin' it up at the Hotel California 
What a nice surprise. 

(What a nice surprise.) 

Bring your albis 


Why when I'm so unhappy? 


Mirrors on the ceiling 

Pink champagne on ice. 

And she said 

We are all just prisoners here. 

Of our own device. 

And in the master’s chambers 

They gathered for the feast 

They stab it with their steely knives. 
But they just cant kill the beast 
Last thing | remember. 

/ was running for the door. 

| had to find the passage back to the place | was before. 
Relax said the nightman 

We are programed to receive. 

You can check out any time you lie. 


But you can never leave. 

The sun had set and | stopped driving. | sat in my car, in the middle of the road as the moon was slowly rising. 
The night air was still as warm as it had been at noon. | sat back and closed my eyes. The song was coming to 
an end leaving me to nothing but silence as | turned the radio off. | had long ago taken my shades off and 
tossed them somewhere in the back of my car. 


| thirsted for a drink. Whiskey, beer, vodka, anything. It always made my troubles go away. 


| turned my around and looked out the window. It was so lonely out here. Nothing but the full moon and shining 


stars to keep me company. 


| slightly jumped when | heard a ringing. | looked around my car, then noticed my cell phone sitting on the 
passenger seat, ringing. | forgot | brought that damn thing with me. | grabbed the gadget and flipped it open. 


"Hello?" 
There was a second of silence, but the silence followed with an oh so familiar voice. 
"You coming back anytime soon?" 


The voice was quiet, almost relieved. | had to smile at the voice, at the person behind the voice. 


‘lm on my way Kirk." 


| doubt any reasons why | should ever go back. Why I should ever return when Im so unhappy? 


Why? Because those reasons are what's waiting for me to come back. 


A/N: Uh, its not really slash but | implied it. Or close to it. 


